
< The troublejbme c Rajgne 

Excurjim. Elinor u refcued by Iohn , and Arthur it 
taken prifcntr. Exeunt. Sound viSlsry. 

Enter Iohn,E1inor,<tW Arthur;rffm?r,Baftard,Pem. 
brooke, Salisbury ,W Hubert dc Burgh, 

John, Thus right triumphs, and Iohn triumphs in. right:: 
Arthur thou feeft,France cannot bolder thee : 

Thy mothers pride hath brought thee to this fall. 

But if at laft Nephew thou yceldthy feife 
Into the guardance of thine V ncle Iohn, 

Thou {halt be vfed as. becomes a Prince. 

Arthur. Vncle, my grandametaught her Nephew this, 
Tobeare captiuitie with patience. 

Might hath preuail’d,not right, for I am King 
t)f England, though thou weare the Diademe. 

0 _ Elm. Sonne john, foone (hall we teach him to forget 
TheTe proud. prefumptions, and to know himfelfc. 

I oh. Mother, he neuer will forget his claime, 

I would he liu’d not to rememberit. 

But leaning this, we will to England now, 

And takcfome order with onr Popelings there, 

That fwell with pride and fat of lay mens lands. 

Philip, l make thee chiefe in this affaire, 

Ranfacke the Abbeis,Cloyfters, Priories, 

, Conuert their coy ne vnto my fouldier3 rfc: 

And wbatfoere he be within my Land, 

Thatgoes to Rome for Suffice and for law. 

While he may haue his right within the Realms, 

Let him be iudg'd a traitor to the State, 

And fuffer as an enemy to England . 

Mother,we leaueyou here beyond the Seas, 

As Regent of our Prouinces in France, 

While we to England take a fpeedy conrfe. 

And thanke our God that gane vs vi&orie. 

Hubert dc Burgh take Arthur here to thee, 


r 


of KJng fobn. 

„ . p rhv Prifoner : Hubert keepe him fafe, 

Be hie life doth hang thy Soueraignes Crovrne, 

Ssdeathconfiftsthy Soueraignes bhfle : 

IVf Hubert as thou Ihortly hearft from me, 

Svfe the prifoner I haue giuen in charge. 

Hubert Frolicke young Prince though I your keeper be, 
vwihallvour keeper Hue at your command. 

X Lh As pleafemy God, fo fliali become of me. 

0 Elian. My fonne to England I will fee theeflupt, 
a Jpfay to God to fend thee fafe a (bore, 

Pad Now warres are done I long to be at home, 

Todiue into the Monks and Abbots bagges. 

To make feme fport among the fmooth skmd Nunnes, 

And keepe feme reuell with the fanzen Friers. 

John. To England Lords,each looke vnto your charge, 
Aidarme your felues againfr the Romane pride. Exeunt, 


t l, Yluoof France. Lewis hit ft 






Philip. What.cuery man attack with this mifliap? 
Why frowne you (b, why droope ye Lords of France? 
Me thinkes it differs from a warlike minde. 

Tolowreit for a checke or two of Chance.. 

Had Lyotoges efcapt the Baftards fpight, 

A little (orrow might haue feru’d our Ioffe. 

Braue Attftria, heauen ioyes to haue thee there. 

Card. His foule is fafe and free from Purgatory., 5 
Our holy Father hath difpenft his finnes. 

The bleffcd Saints haue heard our Orifons, 

And all are mediators for his fouls, . 

And in the right of thefe moft holy warres, 

His Holinefie free pardon doth pronouuco 
To all that follow yougainft Englifli Heretikes,', 

Who Hand accurfcd in our mother Church.- 
Enter Con (lance alone. 
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